EXTREMES MEET

" For three months, yes. I am being there with my
sister dancing into a club, and that is why I am calling
myself Queenie, because the mother of my sister has had
a little baby girl called Queenie, who has died, ach, so
long ago, such a long long time ago, and I am calling her
my mother, and she is letting me."

"Where is this club?"

" I do not know, but it was a very chic club. All the
gentlemens were in smokings."

" Were you in Constantinople when war broke out ? "

" No, first we are in Constantinople, and then my
sister is ill, and I am going to Moscow to make some
money, and when the war comes the Russian peoples are
calling me a spy, and expulsing me away out 'of Russia
into Roumanie, and from Roumanie I am coming back
to Constantinople, and there I find my poor sister is so ill,
and she has died."

"And then?"

" First, I was never going with German officers because
I was an English girl But when my sister has died I am
going with one German officer." She paused to shudder
at the memory before she went breathlessly on. " But it
is because I must pay for her to be buried in a coffin; and
if I am not giving money I cannot have a coffin for her.
And before she was dying she has said to me to be Elsie
Walters now, and to go to England and to this house."
She put out a white hand and reached for her handbag
on the table beside the bed. From lipsticks and powder
puffs and loose silver she produced a card which she
handed to Waterlow. " You will read that, please."

He read: Mrs Walters^ 42 Rose Lane^ Basingbury,
Hants. His brain swirled in a green mist, and in this
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